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Night Piece 

And long and loud 

To night's nave upsoaring, 

A star-knell tolls — 

As the bleak incense surges, cloud on cloud, 

Voidward from the adoring 

Waste of souls. 

James Joyce 

THE ABANDONED FARM 

In this big house the dead walk. They are always cold. 
And I am a young spirit that has strayed among the 
dead. 

Outside the hills are wonderful. They are red with the sun. 

I came here to seek the spirit of the mountains; and now 
my soul is slipping from me, for I find only the dead. 

1 look out of the window upon the great mountains. They 
are covered with snew. I feel the wind and the hot 
sun on the snow. Strange trees climb the mountains, 
like people seeking the heights. And my heart bursts, 
for among the mountains there are only the dead. 

The dead walk in the big house. They are always cold. 
And I am a young spirit that is lost among the dead. 

William Zorach 
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